approaching to an adventure in the beautiful tract
of country between Mhar and Kaneishwar, a village
situated at the foot of the Ghats. Even the
shadowy romance attached to one's pre-conceived'
notions of mid-night palanquin travelling, surrounded
by numerous bearers, scaring with their flashing-
torches the prowling tiger, fiercely glaring from the
adjacent jungle, was quickly dispelled as we stepped"
into a comfortable public conveyance, called a stage--
phaeton, and jogged along with a degree of homely
safety and certainty totally incompatible with the
former high-flown ideas of eastern pomp, and eastern
perils, until we approached the foot of the Ghats,
where it became necessary to exchange the phaeton:
for a palanquin, in order to accomplish the pre-
cipitous ascent in comfort and security.
The grandeur of the scenery is beyond descrip-
tion, as we wind up this magnificent chain of moun-
tains, which rise abruptly from the flat Concan, to an*
elevation of four thousand seven hundred feet above
the level of the sea ; the whole clothed in the richest
verdure, and presenting at every turn of the path
some new and startling feature of beauty, from the
towering peak, with its summit concealed in the
clouds, to the gushing waterfall, bounding and spark-
ling like sunbeams through the clefted rocks, until it
finds itself a bed in the placid river which flows
beneath.
Day   was   just  breaking  as we commenced the-
ascent, and never before did we experience so vivid a
perception,  so perfect a realisation of these exquisite-
lines.